III. SUPREME MOMENT
THE morning was still cold with the chill of the
autumnal night. The sun, a globe of splen-
dour, rose majestically over the saffron fields in
the wide valley below Gulmarg. The peaks 'of'
Haramukh and Mahadeo were as yet a grey sil-
houette crowned with cumulus in the north east.
The four thin-hammed Kashmiri coolies were-
waiting' expectantly outside the boarding-house
verandah. They were clad in rags of foul odour1
and the sleep was still in their eyes. They were-
waiting with a dhooly for the old memsahib who
paid them so generously for their services. For
three morfungs now they had carried her to the
crest of the hill amongst the conifers where, shortly
after sunrise, she had gazed with intense exhilara-
tion at the peak of Nanga Parbat which dominated
the distant panorama across the vale of Kashmir..
It was a superb sight; even the coolies, wfese
minds were preoccupied with attaining the where-
withal for food, women and gambling, were awed
by the wonder of the scene. From the hill crest
they had three times clearly seen the peak itself, a,
snowy pink cone above the banks of cloud, so lofty
that it seemed a rampart of heaven itself; the
summits of Haramukh and Mahadeo were almost,
dwarfish in comparison. It was truly an enchant-
ing sight, yet the coolies could not understand whjr
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